Like men, words and poets are assorted into three kinds
Strangers become acquaintances, who later be our
friends
Here are many master minds,   some may be   strangers
to you
words  or   steps  seven  would   make them  too  your
beloved friends, true.
All these arrays of lovely lights of immaculate pleasure
All these  torches  of flame  on the dark  paths  of this
dreadful wood
Are not, my friend,  created without torture and within
an hour
They are the candles of their labour and burn with their
blood.
My business is not to pronounce my 'Yes' or 'nay'
Everybody has his own 'say' in his own way
'Dhwanikara and Kshemendra unlocked new venues
And now the world rethinks and its assessment
renews.
These are verses libre but with counted syllables and
end rhymes
Except the flowing language and poetry i have no other
claims
The images and symbols may some what seem obsolete
But   they   surely  aid   the  reader  in right  channels to
contemplate.
Why I venture  to sketch in  English? a doubt you may
entertain
Not that 1 can write good English, I honestly  tell you
time and again
I meant to acquaint great Telugu and Sanskrit  poets,
only some
But other great ones themselves came and took their
honoured seats - not unwelcome.
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